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Author's Notes: 

Thanks to some conversations with a writing friend, this idea came to be and | didn't think I'd actually end up 
writing it, but alas! The mind works in crazy ways.. 

(For those who know me, it may come as a shock to you when | say that there is NO angst in this at alll Yes, 
I'm fine! I'm feeling 100% fine - LOL - | really connected to my playful, humorous side with this one, so | hope 
it gives you all a laugh!) 


Another note..Romance and smut is still so out of my realm of writing, but I'm *slowly* experimenting more 


and more with certain aspects of it, even if it's not going anywhere into detail.. LMAO. 


Have fun! 


Calabasas, California 


Early Morning 


CC's POV 


The moment that | begin driving down the long, brick driveway leading into Brets crib, I'm immediately 


overcome with a surge of eagerness. 


It's hard to remember the last time I've been to Bret's place. Hanging out in the recording studio and engaging 
with each other on stage during tours has been the norm for the past few years, so being here gives me a 
warm and tingly feeling. The truth is that | haven't seen the guy in what feels like ages, and | have the 
perfect way to jumpstart a reunion between us. Well, at least / think it's a grand-spankin’ idea.. 


I'm also terribly aware that it's one of the dumbest ideas I've ever decided to proceed with. 


As the mansion's exterior grows clearer in my point of focus, and | find a decent enough spot to park, | slam 


on the brakes. Once | shift the car to park, | take a pause to peek at my reflection in the rearview mirror. 
Abbbh....Perfect 


With a hearty dose of playful charisma, | wink and blow myself a kiss exactly the way | do when I'm on stage 


and want to give the crowd all my love..except this ain't for an entire audience. Just one person 


Brets in for one helluva show this mornin, | fell yal The dude has no clue what he's in for, and wait til he fuckin’ 
sees ya lookin’ lke this. He's not gonna know what the hell fo do! Hal This is gonna be friggin’ iconic! 


| can't help but cackle at my own inner thoughts, and with a psychotic smile | rub my hands together in 
exaltation, while vividly beginning to picture exactly how Bret is gonna react when | come walkin’ up to his front 


door. 


On that note, | swiftly get outta my car to begin making my way over to the estate's entrance. My elation 
strengthens with every step | take, as does the clacking sound of the high platform boots against the 


pavement. 


| am very aware that this ain't a completely private area to be playin’ shenanigans in, but | don't care! Half 
Bret's neighbors might still be asleep right now, and even if they aren't who says they'd mind seein’ me in 
such an eclectic outfit? 


Doesn't everyone want to sport some good ol! drag?! 
The suspense of what I'm about to endure in just a moment is killin’ me, and it's once | find myself directly in 
front of Brets door when my heart begins racing uncontrollably. On impulse, | squeeze my eyes shut, take a 


quick breath, and silently pray that | don't get smacked in the face for being like this 


Its once | snap my eyes back open and force myself to knock on the door a few times when | know there's no 


turning back. Especially ‘cause | can clearly see Brets shadow trailing towards the entrance. 


This is what you've been waiting for..Show that fucker what ya got- 
"Oh Christ!" 


| almost don't realize Bret has already opened the door until his voice cuts right through my thought spiral. 
The second that | lock my gaze on him l'm met with nothing but dismay radiating off of his entire body. 


With wide, perplexed eyes, and his hands gripping the door handle, he lets out a bewildered gasp. 
"CC, what in the world are you wearing?!" 


The strong exasperation seeping off of Brets tongue induces a wide smirk to spread along my lips as | take in 
his flabbergasted expression, and it's right now that | can't help but think to myself how ridiculous I'm being.. 


Cause honest to god, who would have thought Id be knockin’ on this dude's door so early in the morning dressed in 


what most guys would consider unconventional clothing?! 

As Bret stands at the rim of his front door eyeing my body in mere confusion, | only relish in playful 
excitement, while l'm overcome by waves of mischievous energy. Every muscle in my body is filled with 
exhilarating anticipation, and | don't hesitate to shoot the dude a cheeky wink at his reaction.. ‘cause | knew. 


| knew Bret was gonna be shocked but isn't that why I'm doin’ this in the first place? 


By now, anyone living on the face of this very Earth could probably conjure up an answer to that question, but 
| guess I'll spill the beans anyway. 


Yeah, | want a reaction from Bret and that's the exact reason why l'm here right now, dressed like This 


h a silver and black, sequined, bootylicious mini-skirt paired with my favorite pair of black platform boots, and a 
glittery eccentrically patterned scarf tied around my neck.. 


That would invoke a reaction from just about anyone, but that's the damn point. 

When dont! make decisions for the sole purpose of provoking reactions from other people? If the way I've 
acted my entire life was completely normal, do you know how boring life would be?! Everyone who knows me 
should be used to my behavior, yet they always act so surprised when | do outrageous things! It's hilarious, 
really. And | ve it. 


Lets be real here: I'm a goddamn attention whore, and | ain't denyin' it one bit! 


Why else would | have rummaged through Shannon's walk-in closet this morning just to find the most 
outrageous, glitzy, sparkling, skin tight piece of clothing? Why would | have immediately tried the garment on, 


posed in front of my full-length bedroom mirror like a doofus, and proceeded to drive all the way over here 


with the full intention of turning Bret on? 


Trust me..lf | didn’t want the attention, | wouldn't be going outta my way to put on a show for everyone in the 
most extravagant ways! | ain't doin’ this stuff just for shits and giggles! There's always a crucial reason for 


all of my insane antics..Well, maybe not. But for this.. Abso-fucking-lutely. 


| thrive off of the reactions | get from my idiocy, and right now | only have one goal in mind with this; seduce 


the bastard with this outfit and then.. get Bret all to my fuckin' self. 


That's why l'm here, at the fucker's house, dressed in straight ass glam clothing, waiting for that damn piece 
of ass to wanna jump all over me. But, for some damn reason he doesn't seem to be as enthralled as I've 
hoped. The look on his face says it all, and he doesn't need to open his goddamn mouth for me to read his 
mind. 


You are a moron is the only sentence | can imagine him saying to me right now, and | wouldn't be surprised if 
those are his exact thoughts at the moment. ‘Cause believe me..lt wouldn't be the first time he's called me 
out for being a dumbass. l'm used to it, and l'm proud of it! (No, I'm not proud of the insults | receive but 

| am proud of how extravagant my personality is! That's the behavior that makes me look like an idiot!) 


| may be a dumbass but I'm probably the coolest one you'll come in contact with, so it ain't a bad thing! As 
long as l'm sober, it's fine .. There's a huge difference between being an idiot on blow and just being an idiot. 
I've learned that the hard way, but at least | got my ass back into gear after all these freakin years. The 
truth is that l'm naturally a moron, with or without drugs. It's a part of me that can't be taken away, ‘cause 
even if | fry to act normal, it just doesn't work! I've accepted this, and it's about time that Bret does too. 


An overt eh-hem from Bret is what pulls me away from my scattered thoughts, and now it's hitting me that 
he hasn't moved from his spot by the door. He's just observing me like I'm some kind of fascinating artifact 


on display at a museum, one that makes ya unsure of whether or not you should be in awe or weirded out by 


it. 


With a snicker, | run my hands down the length of my torso in an overly sensual manner, making sure to 
accentuate the movements as much as possible, as my desire jolts through every vein in my body. My lips 
curl into the widest smirk | can muster and | don't hesitate to bat my lashes flamboyantly as Bret continues 


eyeing me with perplexity. 


"Cec," he raises his brows in question while his stare drills a hole into my lunatic soul, "What the hell are you 


doing here in drag?! And where the hell did you get that skirt-" 


| don't let him finish, and instead jump right to the chase, feeling my amusement increase with every second 
that passes, "Just wanted to pay ya a visit! Ya know, it's been a while since we've seen eachotha' and what 


betta’ way to reunite than right now?!" 


My voice shoots up an octave as | passionately stand my ground while Bret stays motionless in place, moving 


his gaze up and down my modelesque frame. 


"| mean, | couldn't let ya think | forgot about yal" | continue blathering nonsensically as my internal jitters 


intensify, as does the mischievous energy radiating around me, "Anything to see my good pal-" 


My words are immediately cut short by an exasperated sigh from Bret, and | can only let out another snicker 


at his unwarranted dismay. 


"Look Cec, that's great and all, but you really decided to show up here in drag?" He shakes his head, while 


narrowing his eyes which still haven't moved from their point of focus; me . "On a Sunday morning, no less-' 
"Yeah, in drag!" | adamantly reply with a wide, psychotic grin as | bombastically strike my best stripper pose 
for the blonde in front of me, as well as whoever else is passin’ by the house right now, "You're actin’ like 
you've neva’ seen someone cross-dress before! As if we both weren't doin’ this shit on the damn Strip for 


years!" 


When my remark receives no response from Bret, | lament with my hands thrown in the air incredulously, 


holding in yet another cackle that is this close to slipping. 

"What?!" | snap in defense, while the singer stares at me, clearly dumbfounded, "You know it's fuckin’ true!" 
Another eye roll from Bret follows, and now l'm feeling about a second away from jumping right on top of the 
dude, shaking his shoulders, and pasting my lips onto his, but | somehow resist. But, damn, | would be lying if | 


said its not getting really freakin’ difficult to control my impulses. 


"This is a tHe different," Bret remarks with a grimace which only makes me want to bust his balls more, 


"We're not in our twenties anymore, man." 


| shake my head and roll my eyes at the very predictable statement, only to conjure up a few more 


extravagant poses, which earn more eye rolls from the singer. 
"Yeah, so what?! Who the hell says we can't dress like this in our older years, eh?!" 


My mouth is runnin’ a mile a minute but | don't give a crap! l'm just tryin’ to get my point across here, 


and nothing seems to be working, so what the hell am | supposed to do?! Give up?! Oh, hell no- 
"Ya know we still look good-" 
"Says you!" 


Bret shoots out a rebuttal as he finally lets go of the door handle, letting the door slam behind him. He 


proceeds to cross his arms over his chest in overt defiance, but the fact that he's finally engaging just puts 


my pride into overdrive, even if the only engagement is through opposition, resistance. 


"And you never told me what the hell you're wearing anyway," he inquires with sarcasm dripping off his tongue 


while pointing a finger towards the sparkling garment, "and where on God's great Earth you managed to 


get that!" 


The second | process his demanding question, my demeanor completely shifts from boisterous and dramatic to 
sultry and suave. My lips curl back into a sensual smirk and | don't hesitate to resume my stripteaser 


persona. 


‘Oh, ya know," | seductively answer while keeping my hungry eyes on Bret as | give my hips a little wiggle, 
allowing the sequins of the skirt to illuminate majestically, "It was just a little somethin’ | found in Shannon's 


closet-" 


| can't finish my sentence before Bret cuts me off with an overt eye roll paired with a groan, but that doesn't 


stop me from continuing to sell myself to him in this hot outfit.. Nothing will. 
"You sfole a mini skirt from your girl just to drag your ass over here and model it?" 


The golden blonde shakes his head in disbelief but the smile creeping on his lips speaks volumes. Its obvious 
that there's some part of him that's enjoying this ‘cause if there wasn't, he wouldn't be showing it. And plus, 


| know how that fucker is. | know him far too well. 


"What?!" | incredulously ask while intensifying the hip swings, feeling my entire body filling up with exhilarating 
tingles, "Don't ya like it?! Ya know | look sexy, Bret! Ya can't even lie-" 


And if he doesn’t think ya look lke a sexy piece of ass, he's lying! He ant foolin' anyone, Cecil! But ya know Bret.. 
He likes to pretend he doesnt find the shit ya do attractive but we all know he's the biggest bullshitfer on the face 
of this Earth! Ya know he's been in love with your obnoxious ass since the second ya met in 984! Even though 
he hated ya guts at first, he just couldn't resist ya, could he?! 


As my inner voice blares through my head at lightning fast speed, Bret cocks a brow but doesn't take his 
eyes off of me. He's just staring as if he's trying to figure out what to say to me but he just can't find the 
right words. Figures. That's something | never have difficulty with; expressing myself..Using my big Brooklyn 
mouth (and for way more things than just talkin'!) 


"Come on, Bret," | raise my voice up an octave and stare at the singer with bugged out eyes, "Ya know ya like 
it! | mean, c'mon! Who could resist this?!" 


When my provocation earns no response but another eye roll from Bret, | raise my brows in inquisition until 


suddenly, I'm invaded by a strong, uncontrollable impulse. 


Before | know it, I'm licking my lips in a sultry manner and it doesn't take me a second to slap my ass real 


hard, purposely making sure the entire performance is in Bret's clear view. 


"How do ya like them apples?!" | squawk while repeating the ass slap, which just increases my own amusement, 
"Oh yeah baby! Ya know, | always say my girl's got back! She's got the best back out there but I'd say I'm a 
pretty close second, don't ya think?!" 


My bellows are loud enough to echo throughout the street and | wouldn't be surprised if every single one of 
Bret's neighbors could hear what's goin’ on, but ya know what? | really don't give two shits! The only 
important thing that matters right now is getting Bret to fuckin’ hop on me, and | don't know why he's taking 
so goddamn long to say anything! There's no way he isn't turned on right now. There's no freakin’ way- 


"Awwww yeah!" Another horny screech shoots outta my mouth as Bret shakes his head at my chaotic energy, 
"I know ya want me, motherfuckal Just wait til ya see this!" 


Before Bret can even think of formulating a response, | immediately begin strutting closer to him, making sure 

to wiggle my hips in such an irresistible way that even the most conservative fuckers can't ignore. And trust 
me, there's a lot that most people can't help but avoid, but this ain't one of them and | know it! | ain't making 
this easy for Bret.Not this time! 


Then again, have | ever made things easy for that bastard?! 


As the mischievous thoughts run through my head, my own smirk intensifies along with the inviting gestures 
l'm charading. Tantalizing jolts of pure desire undulate around my insides while | keep my hungry gaze on Bret, 
who seems to be somewhat entranced with the little show I'm giving him. The subtle curls at the corners of 
his lips paired with the overt bulge forming in his jeans is more than enough proof that he's enjoying 

this; every litte bit of it 


A wave of pure satisfaction crashes through my body and | can't help but maniacally snicker at the way 
Bret's eyes are pasted right onto me. And the guy is still gonna try fo convince himself that he isn’t likin’ what 
he's seeing eh? Thats what | call a load of shif, Bret! Just wait til ya see what Im about to do now! 


The second that | comprehend that very thought, | proceed to bite down on my bottom lip seductively while 
continuing to sway my body from left to right, emulating the demeanor of a friggin’ hooker on a desolate 


street corner. And ya know what? | have no shame ‘cause | know | look decadent right now- 


Mhmmm.. Yeah, Bret! | know ya can't handle me, fucka! | know its gettin’ tough to just stand there and contain 
yourself while Im actin’ lke this! Well, maybe thats a sign for ya to just pounce on me already! The hell are ya 
waitin’ for?! You're not gonna last much longer! Hl make sure of that! 


| almost don't realize that groans and grunts are slipping from my own lips until the vibrating of my vocal 


chords tickles my throat. For just a moment, | catch myself wondering if I'm being foo extravagant and 


inviting, but that gust of confliction quickly dissipates. Instead of toning my behavior down, | intentionally up 


the ante with /ouder noises. 


After what feels like an eternity of strutting my stuff without inhibitions, my partner in crime finally opens 


his goddamn mouth, with nothing but a combination of amusement and lust tinting his voice. 
"You are the biggest fucking moron, you know that?" 


His jaw is hung agape in incredulity as he shakes his head, but there's a prominent blanket of hunger radiating 


off his entire body, and that alone is strengthening my own near-unbearable cravings. 


"You are such an idiot but fucking hell does it turn me on," he whispers with pure desire as he leans his face 
in dangerously close to me, intensifying my hunger for him, and him only , "you little shit, get the fuck over 


here-" 


And those are the last words that slip off Bret's tongue before that bastard has me tight in his grip. The 
roughness of his hold makes it nearly impossible to control my inhibitions, and its the way he dominantly drags 
me inside his house that completely makes me weak for the guy. Somethin’ about the persona of over the top 
masculinity just gets me oh so friggin’ bad. 


With jolts of ecstasy and pure arousal invading my entire being, | let out a loud moan of satisfaction. 


Bret's hold on my high-strung body tightens and it doesn't take long before the two of us are on top of each 
other on the king-sized bed down in the farthest room in the house; the main guest suite..the most isolated 


bedroom in the entire place..the most private. 


As | lie in a supine spread eagle stance, with the bed's cloudy cushions blanketing my body, Bret takes a deep, 
prowling, breath. 


"You are so goddamn sexy," he whispers in an enticing tone, while pinning me down to the mattress securely, 


"You are irresistible..." 


All| can do is stare into his crystal blue orbs as the muscles in my body stiffen in mere anticipation. Being in 
his presence is just hypnotizing and | feel like I'm in such a dreamlike, horny trance; a land and realm that feels 


too good to be true. But, it n't This is real, and it's a fantasy thats not a figment of the imagination, baby! 


"The things you make me wanna do to you," Bret whispers into my ear as my cock hardens, "Fuckin’ lunatic 


you are...” 


He shakes his head while proceeding to run his tongue over his plump lips and | almost don't realize I've begun 
to do the same to my own until a drop of hot saliva trails down my chin. The heat between both of us is at 


an all-time high now. 


Bret continues leaning over me in a territorial, possessive manner with libidinous warmth seeping off of his 


body. 
"Oh what | fuckin’ want to do..." 


"Whaddaya waitin for, thenl?" | squawk as the erotic tingles burst through me, inducing exhilarating 


hyperventilation which leaves me breathless in Bret's grip. "Ya want me, don't ya?" 

| leave no time for the singer to muster up an answer before | smirk widely, knowing very well what he's 
thinkin’ right now. | don't need an answer. It's obvious I've done my job and I've done it well; well enough to 
elicit this type of reaction from him. 

God bless the mini skirt 

God bless ya, Shannon. Ya perform miracles without even knowin’ it 

"Oh, | know ya want me ya bastard! Ya wanted me from the second ya saw me dressed like this," | hungrily 
remark with a crooked grin, full of tantalization, as | watch Bret's eyes grow darker with desire, "Ya wanna 


make me yours —" 


"You are mine ," he growls protectively, inducing a burst of instant pleasure inside of me, "l already have 
you. All of you. And you're just about to see how much | fuckin’ Jove havin’ you..." 


Bret's alluring words cause me to let out an uncontrollable moan as | relish in the fact that l'm 


being claimed as his , and his only ; a feeling that's incomparable to any other. 


"Then show me... do it," | hiss in lust as | keep my dazed eyes on the golden blonde fucker, " Fuck me. Fuck 
the hell outta me. Demolish me. Destroy me. Do it til ya cant anymore-" 


My words are immediately halted by Bret's powerful roar of inflamed passion and that's clearly the last straw 


for him. 
"You little shit" 


Those are the last words | hear from him before his animalistic energy takes over, and it doesn't take long for 


the two of us to begin marking our territory in this once pure spot in the house. 


And | know this won't be the last fuckin' time we do, either. 


